ABDULLA  THE   PERSIAN  AND   BA    AMR

forbidden to Mushms by local law as well as by the Sharia, and the
Attorney General, seeing Sheikh Suleiman with a large glass in his hand,
came up and jokingly said: "We shall have to see about this in the morning,
Sheikh Suleiman."

"You can't catch me here," replied the old man. "This is British territory."
*             *             *

One hot January afternoon I got out of my rickshaw at that corner of
Malindi in Zanzibar town where 'AbduHa the Persian sat in his shop
waiting for customers to buy the brass and copper pots, the trays and
chests, carpets and curios, for which he used to ask inordinate prices in a
charming manner. I used to spend many an hour in 'Abdulla's shop
drinking coffee and bargaining with him, but this day I wanted to go on
one of the krge dhows, which had come from the Persian Gulf, to buy
carpets.

I made my way among the crowds of fierce-eyed, black-bearded men,
wearing dirty drab green kanzus, and with pink and brown turbans loosely
twisted over their heads to the house of Ba ' Amr. It was one of a row,
old with wooden stairs, somehow reminiscent of an English labourer's
cottage. It was spotlessly clean. I shouted "Hodi" up the stairs, and
Ba 'Amr's familiar "Karibu" answered me back, so I climbed the narrow
steps to his litde bed-sitting-room. It was tidy and home-like. Ba 'Amr
was there in the doorway to receive me. Old and wizen-faced with a stubby
beard and but one eye, he was not an elegant sight, but he was well set up
and straight, and had a heart of gold. After mutual enquiries as to health
and business I suggested carpets. He looked thoughtful a minute and
then proposed that we should sally forth while he made enquiries.

Ba 'Amr, though a regular resident of Zanzibar, was a native of Shihr,
and as we crossed the square we stopped time and again while he exchanged
greetings with friends just arrived. It was only from December to
February, while the north-east monsoon was blowing, that Malindi Square
showed such a scene of activity. At this time you might meet in the streets
representatives of all those races who had helped to make Zanzibar's history,
and Malindi was transformed into an Arabian seaport. We made our way
through the crowds to the shop of Muhammad, another native of the
Hadhramaut Ba 'Amr and Muhammad consulted together for t few
minutes then Ba 'Amr went off, while I sat on Muhammad's baraza and
discussed, over the coffee and halwa which he hospitably produced, the
quality of the carpets that had tome from Persia with the monsoon*
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